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SYNOPSIS, ;

h MHayward, an ensign In the
Uan«f Htates army, on his way (o Fhrt
Harmar, meecta Bimon Oirty, & reneg
whoss name has been connescled with nl.l

ner of htrocities, also headed for
Harmar, with a message fram the
Britiahs . goneral, Haumnilton. Hnlywud
Euldes him to the fort. At Genersl Har.
‘s headquarters Hayward meets
\l\'tﬂ. ﬂho professas to fecognize him,
a has no recollection of ever
vl lnu her hfcn Hayward volun.
md 0 w-ri for Harmar to
ore lumi ton |a statloned.
The mﬂhvm Indlan tribes are ready
for war and are oniy #.ldhuubrtm
of the triendly yandota to jeln,
Intter are demanding the return of
Wa-pe-tee-tah, a religious teacher, whom

belleve to be a m-hmwr Hayward's
mismion tu tn ansure dots that
the man s uu soldiors, Rena

asks Ha,wnrd to m"{u accompany him.
telh him that ghe la a quarter-blood
na-.n ot Aand a slonary among the
fhe bas n In search of her
her, Hhe Inalwts that ahe has seon
llnyvard before, but in s Brtish uni-
Hayward refuses her et
-uru for the north accom ad by a
scout named Brady and a Pr vate lnl ar
They eome on the tral n war
and o escape from the nduml take uhe
ter In a hut on an Island, ard Nnds
& murdered man I the hut, l proves to
be Haoul DAuvray, a former French ofm.
cer who In called by the Wyandots “white
chiet.”” HRane appears and Hayward s
pussled by her Insistance that they have
met befors, Rene recoghizes the mur-
dered man an her tather, who was known
among the Indlans a8 Wa-pa-tee-tah,
Brady reporta miar n band of maraud-
Ing Indinns in the vicinity and with them
Btmon Girty, Brady's evidence convinces
the girl thut there s a Britiah oficer by
the name of Hnrwsrd who resembles the
American, They eacaps (rom the
Island cut off. nnnnollurlnt around the
eabin at night Hayward discovers a white
man in a Britlah uniform and Jeaves him
for dead anfter a deaperats ht. The In-
dlans capture the cabln after a hard
ruggie In which Hayward Is wounded.
ne saves Hayward from death at the
hands of the savages and conceals him
In the cellar of the cabin. Hayward dis-
covers & half breed negro in the cellar
Tllql engage In a Nerce Aght which ends
;‘un the negro actcldentally butts his
Ins out against the low roof of the
cellar. Hayward meets his double, Jo-
peph Hayward of the Hritlsh army. The
latter admits that he had held D'Anvray
& prisoner In the cabln, but that he knew
nothing about his death. His object in
detaining D'Auvray wna to help Incite the
Wyandots to war, The Britinhier declares
*hat D'Auvray was murdered by the
negro, oul of vengeance

CHAPTER XVil—=Ceontinued.

Her eyes wandered from me, whom
she located by volee, toward the Eng-
Ushman, who remained silent, hin
scarlet coat consplcuous in the glare,
A moment thelr glances met, hls face
showing white and drawn, hers 1 conld
not aes,

“Oh, no It in you, 18 It!" a metallic
ring to the low volce. "I thought you

“Pleass Stand Back, Monsieur; This
ls My Affair.”

were safely away before this. And
you have been hiding here. 1 ought to
have suspected that, Now I remem-
ber, you knew of the tunnel.”

He did not answer, although | saw
his lips move. What was the man
afrald of? He bad been sharp and
snappy enough with me.

1 think you mistike, mademolselle,”
1 Interposed, shocked at the exproession
of the man's face. "He has told me
how it occurred: It was another who
killed your father.”

“What other?"

“A negro bhalf-breed; | encountered
him in the passage; we fought it out
there In the dark.”

“Alone? Where
man T

“He was lylng unconscious beyond,
next to the entrancgg.”

“And—and," the words trembled on
her lpa, “you—killed the negro?"

“No, mademoiselle, 1 did not. We
struggled together; then he fired at
me, and in the Aash saw my face. The
slght seemed to frighten the man, for
be broke away, and endeavored to
run. In his haste he forgot the low-
pess of the tunnel, struck hig head
against a sharp projection, and died.”

She stood motionlesas, her hands
presued to her forehead, BSuddenly
she turned from me, and faced him,

“Who was it?" she asked at last,
har volece Uke léa. “Tell me the
truth-—was it Pleaud "

He dropped his eyes, with an odd
gesturg of the shoulders, Tho girl's
rile flashed to a level, 8o quickly |
could pot even throw out my arm,

“Say yes, or no! Please stand back,
monsienr; this i wy affalr.”

*Yes," tho word seemed dragged
from him.

“And you told mousieur here the ne
gro killed my father? You sald thatt™

Hia lips moved, but no sound cume
forth from them. She walted a breath-
lees moment,
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That 1 will avenge myselt? Is that
what you fear?”

He muttered something in Indian
dinlect I could not understand.

“You say that to me! You dare say
that! You are a bold man to try and
threaten me now. Ay, do it then—
monsieur,” and she atepped pslde fac
ing me, “this brute of an Englishman
clalms to be my husband.”

“What,” ] exclaimed 1 shocked sur-
prise. “He told me he attempted to
make love to you, but failed, yet hint-
ed that marriage might bave been pos-
slble.”

“He did venturs that far. Then,
monsleur, 1 will tell you the truth. He
won my father to him—God alone
knows how-—and persuaded me to go
through the tribal ceremony. To me,
a Christian and a French womman, that
mockery of form means no more than
to him. It was the price 1 paid for
peaco.”

“But the Wyandots ™™

“In thelr eyos I am this man's
squaw,” her voice (trembling with
scorn, her hand polnting at him. “Bat
In the eyes of God, | am not. His
hand has never touched me-—never
will, Monsleur, 1 had to tell you."

“And I am glad you did. It is better
for me to know."

“Oh, 1 begln to see,” broke in the
prisoner, finding hie voica. " 'T I8 not
my appearance chat you object to,
mademolselle, only you prefer the
Yankeo edition.™

I strode forward threateningly.

“You low-lived coward—"

“No, monsieur, let him talk,” and
she caught my arm, “We have no time

now for & personal quarrel. We must
save A man's lfe”

“His ™

“"Monsieur Brady's. There is but

ona way, ‘T was for hls sake, the en-
deavor to save him from torture, that
I was 80 long In coming here. 1 did all
that was in my power, but those In-
dians are not of my tribe. They might
listen to me, but for the Englishman
who leads them, He |s heartless,
more cruel than any savage; moreover
Brady struck him, and he suspeocts me
of alding you to escape. There I8 no
merey In him, and | have falled. They
mean to burn him at the stake, and |
could do no more.”

“Where are they now? | asked In
horror.

“Yonder. on the mainland. 1 could
not remaln to witness the seene—1
could not, monsleur. | was under
guard, but etole away In the darkness,
atd came here, praying | might find
vou yet walting, Now | know God bas
angwered my prayers. He has shown
me Lthe way."

She turned from me, her eyes on his
fuce.

“Are you any relative to Monsieur
whom you resemble so much?”

He luughed unpleasantly,

“Lord, 1 hope not—If so the connee-
tion 18 too remote to be considered.
1 have no desire to claim any Yankee
cousine. Why?™

“The reason I8 not material. I
want you to hear me, | do not know
you killed my father, but 1 suspect
it, and am certaln vou lured him to
his death. If it was Picaud's hand
that did the deed, it was done at your
desire, 1 would be justified as a Wy-
andot In killing you—even this Amer

lean would grant me the right—but I | afraid?"

am golng to spare you, Monsleur—on
one condltion.”

“What?™ The wvery sound of his
volce proved his realization of her serl-
DuUsness,

“That you accompany me to the in-
dinn eamp yonder, and help me save
that white man’s life.”

“What do | care—"

“You care for your own, no doubl.
Well, monsleur, It hangs by a hair.
Only on such a pledge will you go
forth from here alive"

“You threaten to kill me?”

“It fs hardly a threat—it is a cer-
talnty, monsieur.”

"Tell me the plan then”
roughly.

“1 ean control the Indlans,” she went
on, “if the Englishman does not Inter-
fera. It will be your part to command
hi

he aald

“Who Is the fellow?"

“The fur trader—Lappin,"

He stared Into her face:
laughed Insolently,

“Then the game 18 up. By the gods,
it would be more likely he burned me.
You make sport to suggest | could in-
fluence that monster.”

*1 do not,"” her face changeless in
its expression. “There I8 nothing for
yon to laugh st. 1 know you two are
enemles, but he dare not Ignore your
uniform. He has no authority and you

then

NOT REALLY A SERIOUS CASE

Hurry - Call Brought Physiclan and
Family Out of Church, but It
Wat Soon Fixed Up,

This story I8 told by a country doc-
tor's wife to illustrate wome of the
trials and uncertainties of the profes
sion.

“We had gotten pretty much out of
the way of attending church when our
children were small, but & visiting
couwin, wishing to attend service in
the West, we ventured out, baby and
all. Scarcely had the text bean mn-
nounesd when a mestenger boy from
the telephone office rushed in in search
of the doetor.

"‘I.

have, You can accomplish the rescue
of this prisoner if you have the cour
age, and will, There is only one thing
for you to say—yoes, or no."

“Answer the Ilady,” 1 commanded
eternly,

Hia eyes mettled on my face; they
were furtlve, cowardly,

"Oh—well—1'll go,” he sald slowly
and sullenly. *“But It's little enough
good you'll get out of It, 1 promise
’uu'll

CHAPT!R XVIIL.

The Fire ln the Clearing.

“Go on now,” | commanded grimly,
“and do not ferget, Mademoleelle, do
you go first, and show the m 1 will
keep good guard of the rear.”

He climbed the stalrs, muttering
savagely, with me following wo close
behind, the muzzle of my gun touched
his back.

“I nm playing eafe” 1 muttered
grimly, “so don't try any tricks in the
dark.”

We came out on the shore, pausing
A moment to gaze out across the wa-
ter to the gloom of the mainland.

The red and yellow flames 11t up the
open space fairly well, but all around
the black forest wall closed In tightly,
It was llke a grotesque picture In o
frame. Before the fire, mostly with
their backs toward us I counted twen-
ty savages on the grass, their red
skins and matted halr showing clear
ly. They were silent, motionless, ap-
parontly staring into the flames. The
flandish yelllng eame from beyond,
from the other side of the fire, whare
I eaught ftful glimpse of wildly danc-
Ing figures, of arms flung in alr, of
brandished guns, and streaming halr,

1 saw Mademolselle rise silently to
her feet, but my hand only gripped
harder on the Englishman's shoulder
as | watched, Brady advanced be-
twean two Indians, his arms bound be-
hind him, a Bloody cloth conceallng
his jaw. He was barcheaded, his
clothing rags, and he staggered alight-
Iy ms he walked. An Indian struck
him with a sticl;, a viclous blow, and
Jappin jerked him forward between
the chlefs and the fire. The warriors
sut there Impasnive, amotionless, thelr
eyes cold and merciless. Brady look-
ed Into that ring of savage faces with-
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out a quiver, throwing back his shoul-
ders, blood trickling down one cheok. |
It even scemed to me hils eyos smiled, |
Then one of the chlefs spoke without
rising, In deep guttural volee. 1 heard
the words, but they were meaningless,
a jumble of sound, yet somehow me-
nacing, gruff with threat. The dln-1
cordant yelling ceased, and n dark
masn of forms clustered bheyond the
blaze, drawing together In a half cir- |
cle behind the prissner. The light |
played over dark, sinister faces and
gparkled in the wild savage oyea

The girl stepped backward, noise
lesely, until she stood beside me, her.
hand touching my arm.

“We are here in time,” she whis-
pered, “but can delay no longer”

“He I8 condemned then? They will
not spare him? '

“The chlef speaks in Shawnee, and
1 know little of the tongte, but there
is np mercy In his words”

“And you mean to go out there, to
face those Nends? Are you not

Bhe smiled, a sad, brave emile up
into my eyes.

“Monsieur, 1 must,” she sald plead-
Ingly. "It {8 not only his life, but my
duty. [ leave my rifie here, and bear
this; with Christ 1 am not afrald.” |

And in her clusped hands, reddened
by the flames, | saw a crucifix,

“Madomoiselle, If this man speaks |
& word of treachery; If by look or ges- |
tura he nttempts to piny us false, will
you give me a sign?”

“Yes, Monaleur.”

“Clasp your hands llke this about
your head; it will be his death war
rant. Now, sir, are you ready?™

There was hate In his eyes,
was glad of It

“Oh! but I'tl get you for this., Yes,
I'm ready, you clod of & Yankee peas-
ant! but you'll pay before ever you
get out of these woods—aoh, Lord!
you'll pay.”

I balf thought he would spring at
me, and drew back, my rifle lifted.
But he only laughed, hia lps snarling,
and strode past crunching his  way
through the thicket. . I caught the |
gwift upward glanee of the girl's eyes |
—a message of thanks, ay! more—
and she had followed him. 1 Hprang |
nside amid the trunks of trees, confi-
dent ! could not be seen, that every\
uwpon
The

but 1

sivage eye would be riveted
those two advancing flgures.

'I:ogu howling lustily to accompany
TS

“Upable to guiet his screams, 1, too,
wns forced o go, necessitating a sec
ond pause in the service,

“Then It ocourred to our guest that
he had locked the house and retained
lhn key. The doctor would be unable

to get elther his case or his fustra-
ments, To save delay he thought'best
to take the key at once, so he has
tened from the chureh, while therp
was o third panse on the minister's
part.

"When we reached home doctor was
swinging Idiy In the hammock. -

“Why! Why!' exclaimed the un-
sophisticated cousin, “didn't you have
ahumnﬁwummunw
mm

| squaw,
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behind a
decaying log, ntthourr dnofti
opening, and trust my rifle barrel

ncross the rotten bark, Dellbesrately,
eoally, with fuil determinstion to act.
i drew bend on the red jucket

They were not five yards sway, ad;
vancing stralght toward the startled
group of chiefs, the girl slightly In
ndvance, the firelight ou her uplifted
face, the white crucifix gleaming In
her hands. The BEngllahman, a step
behind, his first mad anger already
dying, walked ke & eriminal, with
lowered head, and eyes glanelng fur-
tively mgldo. Even by then the treach-
erous cowardice of him had returned
At sight of his face 1 cocked my
weapon, every nerve taut as a bow
string, breathing through clinched
teeth. 1 cannot say that I saw much
of what ocourred in that first moment
~—] had no eyes but for the red jacket
—and yot I must have perceived it all
I remember now the whole scone, as
if it hung painted before me, in all Ita
vivid coloring and rapid movement. |
gaw the chiefs start up, grasping their
weapons, at the firat screech of alarm,
a ferce Intensity In thelr eyes. A
glance at those two unarmed figures,
and they stood stlll, gazing at them,
yot with a shadow upon the dark,
scowling faces tHat chilled my blood.
The yealling ceased; there was no
sound, but the pressing forward of
bodles, and the crackle of flames. The
Shawnee chief, a dark, saturnine face
showing under his warbonnet, stood
erect with folded arms, Down the
lane of warriors, apparently oblivious
to thelr presence, Mademolselle came,
the Bnglishman slouching behind. The
erowd of figures hid for a moment
Brady and his guard, and surged In be-
tween me and Lappin,

There was sllence; I could hear the
wind in the tree (ops, the restless
movements, the heavy breathing of
the excitod s@vages; somewhere a dog
barked. Rene stopped, her hand now
touching the soldler's sleeve, her eyes
on the dark, savage face confronting
her. A moment he stared at her, then
at the Englishman, while I held my
breath,

“Why you—here—'gain?" he asked
in halting English, the face like
bronze, “l-—send you—to forest—
why come—bunek ™

“Decnuse I am a Wyandot and &
Christian,” she answered, the words
slow and distinet. “We kill warriors
in battle, not by torture, Sis-e-tewah.
I come with this that 1 may beg your
prisoner's life. BSee; it Is the cross
of the Great God.™

"Huh!" he grunted. "Why should
we listen—to a-—squaw? The warriors
of—the Shawnees—are men.”

“S0 are the Wyandots, Bis-e-te-wah;
they are as the birds of the air. Onee
they camae to the villages of the Shaw.
nees. You know It well—they were

I Drew Back, My Rifie Lifted

wirriors, under great chlefs, Yot they
{isten to words of wisdom from a
I um Running Water; I have
sat in the councils of my people; |
am the daughter of the White Chief.”
She glanced about her proudly, looking
into the ring of dark faces. “| am
a sguaw, but 1 am a Wpyandol—no
Shawnee daro place & hand on me.”

“"Ils 20" he answered gravely. *1
know—but not my-—youpg men, It
best you go—I speak true—the white
man will die—it has been decided-—
the Shawnees ksow not—your God—
the God of the Long Robea—the whita
man dies.”

“Hut he came In peace, not war; he
was a messenger to the Wyandots ™

Theo chief had stepped back, and
lifted his hand, but now he stood
statue-like baluﬂl her.

“"He great hunter—he warrlor—we
have—met in—battle. He kill war
riors—my tribe—now he dle—It s

spoken, Blsede-wah listen—no more”
“But you must! you shall!" she in-
slated. “'Tis not the Wyandots alone

who say this. You may refuee me;
you may disregard the cross 1 bear,
but you dare not disobey the word of
the English—of the great chlef across
the water, If you will not heed the
word of a squaw, listen to this man—
un warrior of the Red Coats.”

“1 know him not," coldly, "nor care
what he—says. He nothing—to Sls-e
te-wah—why he—come here?™

“To stop this deed, this dastardly
outrnge; he speaks for the Great Chief.
‘Tis best the Bhawnees listen Now,
monsieur,"

Bhe stepped aside and the Engligh-
man stood alone, facing the grimfacea
Shawnaee,

“You aay you know not who I am,
Sis-e-te-wah," ho sald sharply, "Then
1 will tell you; you nnd your warriors
I am an officer of England, an alde to
Hamilton. Will you hear me now?

There was silence, profound breath
leas; the bold deflauce had fallen upon
them like n blow, Then, hefore even
the chiel could answer, the crowding
ring of Indians was broken, and into
the circde of firellt apace strodo the
furtrader, his mottied face purple, his
mustache hrhtun;. One moment bhe
gund lah nlﬂlu'l hoq. ud
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“l mustn't postpons dusting them
another minute,” sald Mirnnds, as she
opened her bookosse door In order to
find roem for a mew volume and no
ticed how the tops of the old ones
ware covered by a layer of dust

With Miranda the dusting of books
was n prolonged and serious ordeal,
usually attended with much senti
mental reminiscence. SBhe couldn’t
merely wipe the dear backs and fnoos
of her favorite yolumea without renew-
ing acquuintance with them. Genernl-
ly before she had reached the second
shelf she was seated on the floor, a
plle of books about her, the solled
duster lying by her side and some
once loved novel open at her favorite
scene. It wap where Lord Ormont had
confessed his Inability to exist with-
out his Evelfya, or where the spirited
Miss Bennett had dismissed the
haughty Mr. Darcy, or whare—but
there was no atepping and no dusting
when once Miranda had falrly started
on this dual feat of dusting her books
and refreshing her memory.

This morning she banged the book
backs and flirted her duster without
a pause untll ghe reached the George
Eliot shelf, and noticed a telltale va-
cancy in that beloved set.

“It's 'Daniel Deronda' that has
gone,” walled Miranda as she carefully
dusted the top of each volume after
giving it a bang that was enough to
bring all the charanctera to life again.
“And | know who has it. [ loaned It
over a year ago to Lina Helft, and
though I have seen her a dozen times
alnce then she has never mentioned
the book. And now she has moved to
the suburbs and 1 suppose she has
taken my book with her and will never
think of it agaln or remember (hat
sghe has broken my set.

“It ia like breaking up a family to
lose one out.of a set,” she coutinued,
“and 1 think that there ought to be a
special punishment devised for people
who borrow books and never return

-
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“| Wonder Who Gave It to Me.”

them. Now, when 1 borrow a book
I always read it at once and then put
it on n table In plain sight so that 1
shall remember to return it.”

The fourth shelf was full of painful
memories for Miranda and she
hastened through the slapping and
dusting process without stopplng to
peep within a single cover, The fact
wan that this partienlar fourth shelf
set was a subseription set and had
caused Miranda many an anxious Lear,
She had pald $2 a month for It, having
in n moment of bookish weakness and
vanity put her name to some book
agent’s pledge, and there had been
times when It was difficult to get the
$2, and when she was obliged to ask
the agent to eall agaln. How she hated
the sight of that man and how sick she
was of (hose books before she had
pald for them!

“I suppose 1 ought to read them,”
she sald to hersell as sbe gave each
of the 17 volumes a apiteful slap, “but
really, | know | should see that agent’s
fmce on every puage., And, besides
they are the kind of book one likes to
own but doesn’t care to read. They
are not the sort that are what Charles
Lamb ¢nlled ‘take downable,’ and someo
day | mean to take them to soms
second-hand book store and see what
1 can got for them'

On the fifth shelf Miranda came
gerogs a volume that did not look fa-
miliar, though the story itself was one
with which she was well nequainted.

“Why, I had forgotten that | bhad a
copy of ‘The Clolgter and the Hearth,"*
giuld whe, as she opened the volume
and glanced at the name of an old
friend inscribed on the iy leaf. "Dear
me! | must have borrowed this book
gges ago and then, after I had read
it, put it among my own books and
Just forgot all about . And 1 don't
know what has bocome of Elsle Brad
don or whether ghe Is Eisie Braddon
now. [ really don't see how 1 could
have falled to do with this book of
Rers ns | always do with borrowed
Yooks—that Is, keep them In  sight
rntil they are returned—but I don't
gnpposa this belongs to any set, and
w0 it will not be missed like my 'Dan
t=l Deronda.” But perhaps I had bet.
ter keep It out and see If 1 cannot
look up Elsle, for though 1 can hardly
recall the circumstances of my bor
mowing I have a faint recollection of
Fisie's telllng me that this was her
favorita novel, and that she wanted
my opinfon of It

“Waell, 1 suppose she has her opinior
of me by this time!"—Chleago Dally
News,

All Reats on Fate,

During a prolonged study of the
lives of various men both great and
small, 1 eame upon this thought: “In
the web of the world the one may well
be regarded as the warp, the other as
the woof. It Is the lttle men, after
all, who give breadth to the web, and

the great men lrluuu and nlldltr.
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away.

And feel your thirst slip

You'll finish refreshed,

cooled, satisfied.

1
Occaslonally a girl accepis the hand
of an aged sultor because of what there
is In It

4\' l'l'l' mu. “fﬂl’
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What will the suffragettes do about
the proverbinl office that seeks the
man?

Many a man's color scheme in life
Is based on a bellef that red liquor ia
an antidote for the blues.

Wright's Indian Vegetable Pills put
the stomach in good condition in a
short time. Try them for Sick Stom-
ach, Blllousness and Indigestion. Adv.

Gastronomlec Revenge.
“He laughed and sald my defirnce
was just ple for him.”
“Then make him eat his worda”

Harder to Get.
“What's the matter, danghter ?"
“Father, | want a duke.”
“That can be arrgnged, my dear, 1
was afrald you might want a baseball
pitcher.”

Misunderstood.
Redd—8ince he took up auntomobll-
ing he says he thinks he has consumed
about 10,000 gallons of gasoline.
Greene—Is It possible? Why, 1
thought he had glven up his bibulous
habits!

Thinking It Over.

"What makes you keep hanging
around that jewelry store?”

“I bave an Idea,” replled the Iice
man. “These Jewalers have the right
theory nbout weights. I'm golng to
quit gelling lee by the pound and sell
it by the karat."”

Shown Up,

Senator La Follette was talking
about the dodges and squirms of a
certiin corrupt rallrond afMelal.

“For all his dodges and squirms,”
said the senator, “the man was shown
up. It's ke the case of Smith

“A dun entered Smith's flat, pushed
Into the parlor and sald to Smith's
little son:

" “Where's your father?

“‘Gone away.' the urchin answered,
necording to orders,
“‘Gone away?

to?

“*“That closet there,” was the reply.”

Humph! Where

For Undesirable Vegetation.

Common salt {8 not so effective as
oll on gras# and narrowlealed vege
tation, but Is better than arsenite of
soda. When the vegetation is very
rank salt will be found very desir-
able and should be used at the rate
of from two to three tons per acre,
depending upon the rankness of the
growth. The salt should be fine
grained, free from lumps, and should
be scattered very uniformly. To se
cure the best results, It should be
made into a saturated solution, one
pound belog mixed with a quart and
a hilf of water. The salt brine should
be applied by means of a sprinkling
ean or sprinkler, which applies it
faster than a upru_s'ihx outfit,

HIT THE SPOT.

Postum Knocked Qut Coffea Ails.

There's n good deal of satisfaction
and comfort in hitting upon the right
thing to rid one of the varled and
constant allments caused by coffee
drinking,

“"Hver gince 1 can remomber”
wriles an Ind. woman, “my father
has been a lover of his coffee, but the
continued use of It so aWected hls
stomach that' he could scarcely eat at
times,

“Mother had coffee-headache and
dlzziness, and if I drank coffea for
breakfast I would taste it all day and
usually go to bed with a headache,

“One day fathér brought home a
pkg. of Postum recommended by our
grocer. Mother made {t according to
directions on the box and It just "hit
the spot.” It has a dark, seal-brown
color, changing to golden brown when
cream |8 added, and a snappy taste
similar to mild, high-grade colfee, and
we found that its continued use speed-
fly put an end to all our coffee ills,

“That was at least ten years ago
and Postum has, from that day to
this, been a standing order of father's
grocery bill,

“When 1 tharried, my husband was
A greal coffee drinker, although he
admitted that it hurt him. When 1
mentioned Postum he sald he did not
like the taste of it [ told him 1
could make ft taste all right, He
emiled and said, try it. The result
Was a success, he won't have any-
thing but Postum,"

Name given by Postum Co, Battle
Creek, Mich., Read “The Road to
Wallville,” in pkgs.

Postum now comes in two forma:

Demand the grovios by fall memsr—
THR COCA-COLA CoO,
ATLANTA, GA. e |
8 =R
BLINDNESS IS BOY'S FATE

Appalling Effect of Oareless Actlon
WIili Be the Permanent Loss of
Chlld's Eyesight.

Gashed across the face by a palr
of sclysora which a playmate thought-
leasly wielded In m reckless manner,
three-yearold Thomas Inglesbry wilk
loge the night of both eyes, The In-
jured boy s in & eritieal condition In
the Polyclinie hospital, and physiclans
say that, even though an operation to
remove the terribly lacerated optice
be necessary, he will be blinded for

life,

With several companions who were
spending last evening In his home,
young Inglesbry was cutting strips
from n newspaper to solve a pleture
puzsle. One of his playmates, uncon-
scious of Inglesbry's presence, threw
out the hand in which he was holdiog
the sclssors. The sharp polnt struck
the Iglesbry boy's right eyeand swept
across the bridge of his noge, penetrat-
ing the other eye. Both eyeballs were
almost gouged from thelr sockets.
The wounded child's sereams of Agony

attracted his parents, and they hur -~

ried him to the hospital.—Philadelphia
Inquirer,

ITCHED AND BURNED

Bllverwood, Mich—"My baby wue
about six months old when he first be-
gan to break out with little plmples
on his head and face. Then they would

run water and keep gettng worse nn—' S

til his head was a regular sore erup-
tion and water would run and stream
from it and his face also, FKis whole
body was affecled. They were little
white plmples which f{tched and
burned something terrible. Hia cloth-
Ing seemed to Irritate him and it was
almost impossible for him to sleep at
pight. They also disfigured him as
they were on his face.

“We tried medieine but without sue-
pess, ‘The trouble must have lasted
three or four weeks when 1 thought
[ would try the Cutleura Soap and Olnt-
ment. 1 would bathe him wi*h wurm
water, ag warm as he could stand and
Cuticuran Soap, then apply the Cutk
guran Olntment. The very first time
that 1 did this it seemed to relleve
him as he slept well and inside of two
weeks he was completely healed™
(Signed) Mra. L. White, Jan. 29, 1914.

Cuticura Soap and Oldtment wsold
throughout the world. Sample of each
free,with 32-p. Skin Book. Address gos
eard “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston."—Aa

Every old mald says she ls slngh
from choice, but ahe doesn't tell you
from whose cholee.

Smile on wash day. That's when you
Red Cross Ball Blue ("lnl.heu whtu-r l)..m

snow,  All grocems.

The ball player shouldu't think sc
much of settling old scores as of mis
king new onesa

Bore Eyes, Orsoulsted Eyelids and Sties
promptly healed with Rowso Kye Bal
sam. Adv.

Most of the free advice ls handed
out by peopls who want te get vid of it
- -

’

DAISY FLY Kll.ll! G

\mﬂ

HAROLD SOMERS.
EXCELLENI

Cheap land




